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LE  PETIT  CHAPEAU  ...  a  gay  be-ribboned  Easier  hat  .  .  .  with 
three  Leloni;  perfumes  snuggled  inside  —  "Whisper."  "Indiscret"  and 
"Opening  Night,"  $5. 


PENTHOUSE       .    .   four  delightful    Lueien   Lelong   perfumes   in   a  strik- 
ing package.  Ace.uding  t.i  size.  $2.50,  $5,  $7.50. 

OPENING    NIGHT  .   .   .  the   newest    Lueien    Lelong   Culogne   will   make 
her    feel    like   the   star  cif  the  performance.   $2. 

DUVETYN  FACE  POWDER  ...  a   presentation   package   especially   nice 
for  a  hostess.  Seven  shades  with  puffs.  $1. 


Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co 


Toiletries,  First  Floor 
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|—  VERY  girl  is  beautiful  — 
(f""  to  someone.  It's  not  far 
-  -  from  this  to  the  conclu- 
sion that  a  few  have  thought 
that  the  cover  girls  used  by  this 
"pulse  of  the  campus"  have 
been  quite  personable  ladies. 
Perhaps  a  few  have  wondered 
how  they  happened  to  be 
chosen.  The  fact  is  that  no 
great  thought  was  given  to  the 
matter.  Seldom  have  the  girls 
been  known  a  month  in  ad- 
vance. It  can  be  truthfully  said 
that  no  politics  has  so  far  en- 
tered into  the  matter.  How- 
ever, one  cover  remains  to  be 
taken.  To  this  end,  we  are  invit- 
ing our  readers  to  contribute. 
Help  us  choose  a  graduating 
senior  to  wear  a  cap  and  gown 
on  our  last  cover.  From  our 
cover  she  can  step  to  mother- 
hood and  oblivion  —  a  fitting 
end  for  Northwestern's  pretty 
girls. 


The  Parrot  Presents 

Cover  Photo  of  Georgia  Anheiser 
by  Carlos 

Costume  by  Lester 

The  Seeing  Eye 4 

bv  Boh  Parrish 

Between  the  Pages  of  Vogue  on 
the  Niles  Center  Express 6 

by  Jack  Sadler 

The  Girl  With  the  Peasant  Scarf       7 

bv  iS'eely  Onne 

Coed's  Point  of  View 8 

Queen  of  the  Water-Ways 9 

by  Hugh  Ames 

Painting  the  Town  Purple 10 

with  Bob  Kersting 

Campus  Fashions   II 

Poet's  Corner 18 

Where  to  Sell  Manuscripts 35 

by  Bob  Parrish 


EDITORIAL  STAFF 

Kyle    Morris,    Editor-in-Chief 

Mary    McSherry,    Managing    Editor 

Page   Proctor,   Literary  Editor 

Carl  Zehner,  Chicago   Editor 

LITERARY 
Hugh  Ames  Bob  Parrish 

Bob  Kersting  Ted  Guenther 

Criss  Crossan 

ART 

Bob  Cowan,   Editor 
Art  Silverstein  Betty  McDonough 

PHOTOGRAPHIC 
Paul   Heismann,   Editor 
Lewis  Craft  Floyd  Hughes 

BUSINESS   STAFF 

Rodney  O.   Daly,   Business   Manager 
OFFICE 
Margery  Quinn,   Manager 
Virginia  Beard  Jane  Junglcunz 

Phyllis  Below  Mary  Martin 

Rita  Dohrmann  Merredith  MacDonald 

Beverly  Gaw  Betty  Thompson 

Marion  Wyman 

ADVERTISING 
Catherine   Brenner,   Manage 


George  Carlson 
Edward  Cole 
Jack  Davidson 
Doris  DeVries 
Jerry  Ettleson 
Bill  Gabriel 
Jean  Gay 
Harry  Gill 


Helen  Hepner 
Carol  Kahler 
Bill  Mudge 
RayO'Connell 
Helena  Ray! 
Joe  Schablnger 
Marian  Stiles 
Leonard  Treviranus 


Jack  Cummings,  Circulation   Manager 
Charles  Newton,  Commercial  Artist 


PURPLE  PARROT,  published  eight  times  during  the  school  year  by  the  Student  Publishing  Co., 
Lunt  Administration  Building,  Northwestern  University,  Evanston,  Illinois.  Subscriptions:  Stu- 
dents, $1.50;  Mail,  $2.00.  Vol.  XVII,  No.  6,  Easter,  1938.  Entered  as  second  class  matter 
at  the  post  office  at  Wilmette,  Illinois,  January  13,  1932.  The  entire  contents  of  PURPLE 
PARROT,  text  and   illustrations,  are   protected   by  copyright. 


PURPLE  PARROT 


EASTER,  1938 


Leading  a  Double  Life! 


Every  pack  wrapped  in  two  jackets  of  Cellophane 
the  OUTER  jacket  opens  from  the  BOTTOM. 


No,  no!  We  don't 
Mean  the  gal! 
We  wouldn't  know 
About  her. 
We're  talking  about 
Old  Gold  Cigarettes. 
You  see, 
Old  Golds  are 
Double-mellow 
Because  they're  blended 
From  double-fine 
Prize  crop  tobaccos. 
Really  double-aged 
(3  years  or  more). 
And  they're 
Double-delightful 
Because  they're  al^ia^s 
Double-fresh^-<<^'^. 
Kept  that  way 
By  a 

DjE^uble- wrapping 
.Of  Cellophane. 
/  Two  jackets 
Instead  of  one 
Double-guard 
0.  G.'s  freshness. 
You'll  find 
Fresh  Old  Golds 
Double-rich 
In  flavor, 
Double-pleasing 
To  your  taste. 
We'll  bet 
You'll  say  .  .  . 
Old  Gold's 
A  sweetheart 
Like  the  gal! 


TUNE  IN  on  Old  Gold's  Hollywood  Screenscoops,  every  Tuesday  and  Thursday  uiglit,  Columbia  Network,  Coasl-to-Coael 

For  Finer,  FRESHER  Flavor  .  .  .  Smoke  Double-Mellow  Old  Golds 
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The  Seeing 

Eye  By  BOB  PARRISH 

All  About  Art 

IN  ORDER  to  appreciate  arf,  you 
must  become  sensitized.  There 
are  several  ways  of  doing  this. 
First,  though,  we  want  you  to  un- 
derstand that  we  are  talking  about 
modern  art  (art  spelled  with  a  capi- 
tal AH).  Nothing  else  matters. 
Nothing  else  is  of  the  slightest  im- 
portance. We  know  because  we've 
just  run  the  gamut  of  artymotions 
(with  the  accent  on  a  hearty 
"emote")  from  Renoir  to  Picasso  and 
Cezanne  to  Van  Gogh  and  all  points 
east  of  the  hinterland  and,  to  sum  it 
up,  it's  wonderful. 


The  first  step  in  acquiring  sensitiv- 
ity is  the  development  of  the  "won- 
der consciousness."  This  is  actually 
a   state  of   unconsciousness   in   which 


the  convert  goes  about  in  an  ec- 
stasy of  complete  wonderment.  The 
best  way  to  produce  this  condition 
is  to  take  a  long  walk  with  head 
thrown  back,  eyes  focused  on  the 
clouds,  and  tongue  protruding. 
When  the  devotee  has  thus  worked 
himself  up  to  the  proper  degree  of 
amazedness,  he  is  ready  to  look  at 
pictures. 

Assuming  that  he  is  using  the 
wonder  technique,  the  true  believer 
stands  at  some  distance  from  the 
canvas  and,  throwing  his  eyes  out  of 
focus,  stares  agog  at  the  painting 
(preferably  something  rather  ab- 
stract or  surrealistic),  and  exclaims 
(if  he  has  an  audience),  "  'The  true 
use  of  knowledge  is  to  deepen  our 
sense  of  the  marvellous,  no  revela- 
tion can  do  anything  more  than  in- 
crease our  sense  of  wonder.'  " 

This  system  will  work  for  almost 
anything  to  be  found  in  the  galleries 
today,  and  It  Is  especially  recom- 
mended to  the  neophyte  anxious  to 
make  an  impression,  but  with  only  a 
modicum  of  time  for  preparatory 
practice. 

The  "space  complex"  is  an  ad- 
vanced variation  of  the  "wonder 
consciousness."  It  is  particularly  use- 
ful when  one  is  struck  with  a  Cezanne 
landscape  and  can't  for  the  life  of 
him  figure  how  it  goes  together.  It 
is  comforting  in  such  cases  to  know 
that  it  is  perfectly  safe  to  remark 
apropos  anything  Cezanne  that 
"space  is  certainly  the  most  thrilling 
Ihing  in  nature."  The  victim  of  this 
observation  can  do  nothing  but  nod 
in  assent  and  pass  as  quickly  as  pos- 
sible to  the  next  canvas. 

Of  course,  if  you  really  want  to 
BE  an  artist,  you'll  have  to  develop 
your  soul.  That  means  that  you  must 
work  and  work  and  work  and  starve 
and  starve  and  starve  and  LIVE  and 
LIVE  and  LIVE! 

All  of  which  explains  why  we've 
been  seen  walking  about  campus 
these  days  with  hair  uncombed,  eyes 
glassy,  step  uncertain,  and  all  the 
outward  signs  of  a  pretty  terrible 
hangover. 

In  case  anyone's  noticed  us. 


Russian  Influence 

Steve  Smith's  heart  is  in  Vladivo- 
stok. He  longs  for  the  old  regime. 
He  drinks  vodka  and  dreams  of  old 
St.   Petersburg. 

That  should  help  to  explain  a  quite 
nerve  racking  Incident  which  oc- 
curred one  too  gloomy  winter  eve- 
ning in  the  Sigma  Chi  house. 

It  all  goes  back  to  an  old  Russian 
drinking  custom.  When  one  of  the 
Czar's  subjects  had  more  than 
quenched  his  thirst  with  vodka  and 
felt  too  many  inhibitions  beginning 
to  break  loose,  he  would  quite  likely 


(after  having  sobbed  softly  for  some 
time  to  gain  attention)  resort  to 
futility  gesture  No.  103.  This  con- 
sisted of  throwing  one's  revolver  on- 
to the  table,  emptying  the  chamber 
of  all  but  one  cartridge,  then  twirl- 
ing the  cylinder  and  quickly  bringing 
the  gun  up  against  the  temple  at 
once  pulling  the  trigger.  There  was 
something  very  dramatic  about  the 
whole  thing  and  the  odds  were  6  to 
I  in  favor  of  survival. 

All  of  this  came  into  Steve's 
hyper-imaginative  mind  when  he 
saw  a  revolver  lying  on  his  room- 
mate's desk.  It  simply  seemed  the 
thing  to  do. 

The  roommate  had  been  using  the 
gun  for  target  practice.  It  was  par- 
tially loaded.  Steve  reverted  to  na- 
ture. He  removed  all  but  one  of  the 
cartridges  remaining  In  the  chamber. 
He  did  it  very  slowly  because  there 
was  a  small  and  unsuspecting  audi- 
ence. He  wanted  them  to  realize 
that  this  was  the  real  thing. 

It  was. 

Steve  twirled  the  cylinder  and 
raised  the  instrument  of  death.  He 
thought  he   saw  the   bullet  come  to 
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rest  at  the  bottom  of  the  chamber. 
He  brought  the  gun  to  his  head.  He 
wondered  if  he  had  really  seen  the 
cartridge  or  if  it  had  been  a  re- 
flection, a  shadow,  an  optical  illu- 
sion. 


CoUMiH 


A  group  of  freshmen  across  the 
hall  watched  the  procedure  in 
something  which  we  shall  pass  off  for 
the  moment  as  horror  stricken  rap- 
ture. They  saw  the  man,  his  figure 
silhouetted  against  the  light  of  the 
study  lamp.  They  saw  him  raise  the 
revolver  to  his  head,  pause,  and — 
GOOD   GOD— pull  the  trigger! 

It  clicked. 

The  freshmen  screamed.  Steve 
jumped  three  feet  in  the  first  non- 
Russian  gesture  of  the  evening.  His 
friends  in  the  room  collapsed.  The 
rest  of  the  house  rushed  in  to  pre- 
vent further  attempts  at  suicide  on 
the  part  of  the  no  doubt  desperate 
Mr.  Smith.  And  everything  settled 
down  to  a  depressing  anti-climax. 

Just  now  it  is  all  very  quiet  at  the 
Sigma  Chi  house.  But  Steve  Smith's 
heart  is  still  in  Vladivostok.  He  longs 
for  the  old  regime.  He  drinks  vodka 
and  dreams  of  old  St.  Petersburg. 

Daily  to  Bed 

Four  nights  a  week  the  Daily 
Northwestern,  for  no  very  good  rea- 
son, goes  to  press. 

On  these  nights  a  little  group  of 
editors  and  their  underlings  gather 
in  an  office  at  Hollister's  Wilmette 
printing  establishment  and  work  until 
all  hours  of  the  night  to  get  the  sheet 
to  bed. 

We  went  on  one  of  these  expedi- 
tions and  we  have  a  story  which,  if 
it    could    be   told,    would    cause   the 


mosi-  callous  soul  to  blench.  There 
are  some  things  which  simply  can't 
be  printed  in  a  periodical  such  as 
this,  so  just  consider  everything  said 
as  understatement. 

The  night's  madhouse  begins 
somewhere  around  nine  p.m.  when 
Stan  Frankel,  accompanied  by  a 
iypewriter  and  the  Daily  News,  goes 
into  action  on  his  modestly  titled 
daily  column.  This  finished,  he  leaves 
as  quickly  as  possible.  Frankel's  no 
fool. 

About  this  time  people  begin  run- 


ning about  with  copy  and  proof  and 
chaos  commences  in  earnest.  An 
important  feature  of  the  evening's 
fracas  is  the  "slug  sheet."  This  is  a 
long  sheet  of  paper  on  which  the 
identifying  lines  of  stories  are  en- 
tered along  with  their  headline  num- 
bers and  number  of  inches.  The 
process  of  entering  these  data  is 
known  as  "slugging  copy."  Some- 
times copy  men  go  berserk  and  be- 
gin slugging  editors,  bystanders,  et 
cetera  with  abandon. 

(Continued    on    page   27) 
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Have  you  any  pansies? 
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BETWEEN  THE  PACES  OF  VOGUE 

ON  THE 

NILES  CENTER  EXPRESS 


In  which  Jack  Sadler  records  the 
wanderings  of  the  eye  while  read- 
ing  on   a   crowded    express   train 


HE   hurled   an   exquisite   jade   vase   through   the    mirror 
and   hardly  noticed  the  musical  tinkle  that  seemed  to 
say:  "Ming  Dynasty,  courtesy  of  the  Snide  Collection, 
Field  Museum." 

But  that  voice  she  could  not  escape  so  easily  as  the 
image  in  the  mirror. 

DON'T  YOU  KNOW  THAT  O.  B.  IS  AS  BAD  AS  B.  O.? 
HASN'T  YOUR  MOTHER  EVER  TOLD  YOU  THAT  YOU 
DON'T  HAVE  TO  DRINK  THE  STUFF  TO  GET  ACID 
MOUTH?  IT'S  EIGHT  YEARS  SINCE  MARJORIE  MAY'S 
TWELFTH  BIRTHDAY  AND  YOU  HAVEN'T  EVEN  CUT 
THE  CAKE.  Much  less  any  ice.  LOOK  YOURSELVES  IN 
THE  EYE,  WOMEN  PAST  FORTY.  DO  MEN  LOOK  DOWN 
YOUR  THROAT  AND  TURN  AWAY?  PERHAPS  YOU 
ARE  AN  INNOCENT  VICTIM  OF  LACY-LARYNX  ...  OR 
MOTH-EATEN  MEMBRANES! 

At  last  blissful  oblivion  tore  the  memory  of  those  hungry 
eyes  from  her  tortured  brain  (check  that)  and  the  fairest 
flov/er  of  the  Old  South,  suh,  relaxed  her  grip  on  the  edge 
of  the  corn-crib  and  found  herself  driftin',  jes'  driftin'.  The 
boat  slid  gently  up  to  the  wharf  with  muzzeled  oars  (check 
idiom)  and  (check  spelling,  while  you're  at  it)  two  muffled 
figures  strode  up  the  path  muttering  strange  oaths  and 
tugging  at  their  forelocks.  (Maybe  oarlocks  .  .  .  check  that.) 
The  beautiful  thing  that  was  The  Woman  uncoiled  her  lush 
form  from  the  pile  of  half  empty  bon-bon  boxes.  Her  charm 
was  a  glittering  lasso  that  ensnarled  men's  hearts  and  pas- 
sions with  the  deceptive  surrender  of  the  running  bow-line 
she  used  to  make  the  noose.  GET  GIRTH-CONTROL  .  .  . 
WEAR  A  FIG-LEAF  (TRADEMARKED)  GIRDLE.  DON'T 
HAVE  TURTLES  IN  YOUR  GIRDLE!  ROCKS  IN  YOUR 
SOCKS!  HER  ONLY  EXERCISE  WAS  RUNNING  UP 
BILLS,  AND  YET  SHE  WAS  TORSO-TORTURED!  DR. 
FRITZ  LIEBENSLUTSIG,  NOTED  VIENNA  BUNG-STARTER, 
HAS  JUST  RETURNED  FROM  A  TRIP  THROUGH  THE 
ALIMENTARY  CANAL  WITH  GUN  AND  CAMERA.  HIS 
EXPERIENCES  AT  COLON,  ON  THE  PACIFIC  SIDE  OF 
THE  CANAL,  HAVE  BEEN  PREPARED  IN  PAMPHLET 
FORM.  SEND  TEN  CENTS  IN  STAMPS.  HE  SAYS  THAT 
WOMEN  PAST  FORTY  MUST  BE  CAREFUL.  IN  FACT, 
WOMEN  MUST  BE  CAREFUL.  ESPECIALLY  WITH 
DR.  FRITZ.  Then  joining  hands,  the  sinister  crew  danced 
the  weird  ritual  dance  that  has  amazed  the  crowned 
heads  of  two  continents,  not  to  mention  a  fellow  that  was 
later    identified    as    Hugo    Schmollbock,    Prohibition    candi- 


date in  the  municipal  elections  at  Ham-on-Rye,  N.  Y.  in  1 904. 
DID  YOU  EVER  LOOK  AT  YOUR  SKIN  UNDER  A 
MICROSCOPE?  HONEST  TO  GOD,  YOU  OUGHT  TO. 
YOUR  COMPLEXION  MAY  LOOK  DULL,  BUT  REALLY 
IT'S  ONLY  DULL.  PERHAPS  YOUR  SKIN  IS  HUNGRY, 
TOO.  YOU  NEVER  THOUGHT  OF  THAT,  DID  YOU. 
YOU  MEALY-MOUTHED  PSALM-SINGING  LIVER-FOR- 
TODAY  ONLY.  BE  POUND-WISE  AND  PENNY  FOOLISH 
...  USE  POUND'S  HONEY  AND  HANGNAIL  CREAM. 
OUR  ODO-RO  SOMETIMES  IS  FOUND  ON  THE  DRESS- 
ING TABLES  OF  THE  ELITE.  IT'S  A  GREAT  LIFE  IF  YOU 
DON'T  WEAKEN,  BUT  OH  BOY,  THAT  MOMENT  WHEN 
YOU  WEAKEN!  MRS.  BIDDLE  DIDDLE  DREXEL  VAN  RYN 
IS  ONE  OF  THE  PROMINENT  NEWPORT  WOMEN  WHO 
SWEARS  BY  DROMEDARY  FAGS.  "THEY  PICK  ME  UP" 
SHE  SAYS,  AND  SHE'S  BEEN  PICKED  UP  BY  EXPERTS. 

The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck,  his  back  against 
the  mast.  He  said  he  would  not  move  from  there  till  Oscar 
Wilde  had  passed.  DANGEROUS  DAYS  AHEAD!  IS  YOUR 
HOME  ADEQUATELY  PROTECTED  AGAINST  SOCIAL 
DISEASES?  EVERY  MEMBER  OF  THE  FAMILY  SHOULD 
HAVE  A  SANITARY  DRINKING  CUP!  THERE  ARE  MIL- 
LIONS OF  GERMS  UNDER  EVERY  FINGER  NAIL.  The  sun 
was  a  red  cow-puncher  that  threw  its  cool  lasso  of  shadows 
and  snared  the  sleepy  earth  below  with  a  deft  turn  of  the 
running  bow-line  it  used  to  make  the  noose.  (Where  have 
I  seen  that  before,  as  if  I  didn't  know?)  SPIT  IS  A  HORRID 
WORD,  BUT  IT'S  WORSE  IN  THE  MOONLIGHT  WHEN 
YOU  THINK  IT'S  A  QUARTER  AND  GO  TO  PICK  IT  UP. 
WAKE  UP  THOSE  SLUGGISH  PORES!  YOUR  SKIN  DE- 
SERVES A  CHANCE.  LEARN  THE  SHAVE-SECRETS  OF 
THE  AZTECS  FOR  TEN  CENTS  IN  STAMPS. 

Was  it  for  this  that  our  fathers  fought  and  bled  at 
Mechanicsville,  Harper's  Ferry,  and  all  points  west?  NO, 
WOMEN  OF  AMERICA!  ...  BE  MOUTH-HAPPY  .  .  . 
MALVAZ,  THE  MALT  TONIC  FOR  THE  EXPECTANT 
MOTHER  .  .  .  GIVE  BIRTH  TO  A  BURP! 

WIN  FRIENDS  AND  OTHER  VALUABLE  PRIZES! 
YOU  SPEND  ONE-THIRD  OF  YOUR  LIFE  IN  BED  .  .  . 
SLEEP  ON  A  BEAUTY-REST  MATTRESS  AND  MAKE  THE 
MOST  OF  YOUR  OPPORTUNITIES.  OUR  MATTRESSES 
HAVE  VITAMIN  D  .  .  .  AND  THAT'S  NO  BUNK.  With  this 
rejoinder,  the  major  spat  reflectively  on  the  assembled  com- 
pany, and  we  turned  our  faces  towards  the  Admiral  Benbow 
Inn  and  the  setting  sun. 
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THE  GIRL 

WITH  THE 

PEASANT 

SCARF 

by 
NEELY   ORME 


SHE  came  in  alone.  When  she 
opened  the  door,  the  wind 
blew  in  a  flurry  of  snow,  ac- 
centing her  entrance.  A  few  large 
snowflakes  were  caught  in  her  eye- 
lashes, and,  in  the  few  minutes  be- 
fore melting,  made  her  long  lashes 
seem  almost  as  dramatic  as  her  en- 
trance. A  bright  peasant  scarf  cov- 
ered all  but  the  final  dramatic  curl 
of  her  page-boy  bob. 

The  boy,  watching  her  from  a 
corner  of  the  fraternity  lounge, 
thought  she  was  the  most  dramatic 
person  he  had  ever  seen.  With  a 
fine,  theatric  motion  she  removed 
her  coat  and  laid  it  across  the  arm 
of  the  boy  who  had  got  up  when 
she  came  in.  She  untied  the  long 
knot  of  her  scarf  and  deftly  smooth- 
ed her  sleek,  blonde  hair.  She 
walked  about  the  room  smiling, 
speaking  to  people  she  knew,  be- 
ing introduced  to  people  she  didn't 
know;  the  boy  watched  her  admir- 
ingly. She  had  on  a  fuzzy  blue 
sweater  and  plaid  skirt,  pleated  and 
very  full.   Several  times  she  stopped. 


making  a  quick  turn,  and  the  skirt 
swirled    appropriately. 

Finally,  she  was  introduced  to  the 
boy,  and  the  host  excused  himself, 
incredibly  leaving  this  glamorous 
creature  in  the  corner.  It  looked 
almost  premeditated. 

The  girl  turned  her  back,  looked 
out  the  window. 

"I  like  the  snow,"  she  said  softly, 
leaning  her  cheek  against  the  window 
pane. 

Then  she  sat  down  on  the  window- 
seat  and  spread  her  long  legs  out. 
The  boy  noticed  with  satisfaction 
that  she  wore  low-heeled  oxfords, 
that  her  slim  ankles  were  snug  in 
red  wool  anklets.  Her  legs  were  nice, 
too. 

"Would  you  like  a  cup  of  tea?" 
he  asked. 

"Yes,  please,"  she  murmured.  "No 
sugar,  two  slices  of  lemon.  English 
style,  you  know." 

When  he  came  back  with  the  tea, 
she  was  sitting  with  her  elbows  on 
her  knees,  her  chin  in  the  palm  of  her 
hand,   staring   into  the  fireplace. 


"I  like  an  open  fire,"  she  said. 

"What  school  are  you  in?"  asked 
the  boy. 

"L.  A.,  of  course,"  said  the  girl. 
"I'm  majoring  in  English.  You  know, 
I  think  that  English  majors  have 
something  that  no  one  else  on  the 
campus  has.  They  have  an  air,  if  you 
know  what  I  mean:  a  savoir  faire." 

"Yes,"  said  the  boy,  "I  know  what 
you  mean.  They  seem  to  get  around 
more." 

"Take  the  School  of  Commerce; 
have  you  ever  been  in  the  Com- 
merce Library?  You  never  saw  such 
people.  They  all  have  a — a  proble- 
matical look  about  them."  She  laugh- 
ed. 

"And  everyone  in  the  School  of 
Speech  seems  so  effete.  And  Jour- 
nalism — no,  I  wouldn't,  I  couldn't 
major  in  anything  but  English.  Even 
the  profs  in  English  seem  more  dap- 
per." 

"I've  heard,"  said  the  boy,  "that 
they  have  the  reputation  of  being 
the  best-dressed  profs  on  the  cam- 
(Continued  on   page  30) 


PURPLE  PARROT 


EASTER,  1938 


A  CO-ED'S  POINT  OF  VIEW 


inspired  by  Esquire's  record  of  the  college  student's 
changing  views,  the  Campus  Babblers  have  outlined  a 
few  of  the  mental  migrations  of  a  Northwestern  Coed 


FIRST  TWO  V^EEKS 

SOPHOMORE 

SENIOR 

Carlos    is   a    photographer. 

Carlos  is  a   good   photographer. 

Carlos   is    God's   gift  to   the    D.G.'s. 

Tha*   Jacic    Korshak    writes    a    column. 

That     Jack     Korshak's     column     is     "Pure 

That     Jack     Korshak's     column     is     pu 

e_- 

Dicta." 

(censored). 

V-club    refers    to    a    boy's    build. 

V-club  dees  not  refer  to  a   boy's  build. 

There  Isn't  such  a  thing. 

King's   Ransom  is   something   she   has   read 

King's     Ransom     is     something     she's     read 

King's   Ransom  Is  the  Kappa  Initiation 

fee. 

about  in  fairy  stories. 

about  in   magazine   ads. 

A    wolf   is    any   of   the    dog-like    carnivores. 

A    wolf   is   a    member   of   the    local    No.    1 
V/hite  Fang   group. 

A   wolf  is   a    member   of  any   group. 

A   reefer   is   a    short   winter  coat   for   rough 

A    reefer    should    be    smoked    only    on    oc- 

Got  a    gyve,    buddy? 

wear. 

casion. 

A  Sigma  Chi  pin  is  nice  looking. 

A  Sigma  Chi  pin  is  nice  looking. 

See   you    In    the   funny    papers. 

A    week    end    is    the    time    between    Friday 

A    *eek   end    is   a    lot  of  fun    if   you're    not 

"And   you   said   no  one  would   know   us 

■' 

afternoon   and   Sunday   night. 

caught. 

A    fraternity    house    is    a    place    in    which 

A   Fraternity   house   is   a    place   in   which   It 

A  fraternity   house   is   a    place. 

girls  are  not  allowed  above  the  first  floor. 

is   hard   for  girls  to   get  past  the   first  floor. 

An   open  house   is  the   place  to  meet  that 

Where   the    hell   is   he? 

I'm    so    glad    you     boys    could    come 

up 

certain  young  fellow 

from  the   University  of  Chicago. 

A   pony   is  a   small   horse. 

A   pony   is   helpful   to  some   degree. 

A   pony  is   necessary  for  any  degree. 

A   fast   worker    is   one   who   does    his   work 

A   fast   worker   is   one    who    does    his   work 

A    fast    worker    is    one    who    does    his    v 

vork 

in   a    hurry. 

in    a    hurry. 

in    a    hurry. 

Nothing  lower  than  the  Drake. 

Nothing    lower   than   the    Beach. 

"Thanks  a   lot  for  the  coke." 

A  football  player  is  big  and  strong. 

A   football    player  is   plenty  strong. 

"My  god,  won't  he  ever  bathe." 

She'd   like  to  have  a  lot  of  childrern  some 

Dammit!                    .      . 

day. 

A  hot  date  is  one  who  is  perspiring   badly. 

A   hot  date  is  a    glandular   phenomena. 

"Jeeze,  did   he  have  technique." 
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QUEEN  OF  THE 
WATER-WAYS 


by   HUGH    AMES 

A  FTER  nine  months  of  professional  diving  in  all  parts 
JLjk  of  the  world,  Marion  Mansfield,  the  prettiest  girl 
m  \in  American  sports,  is  once  more  a  Northwestern 
co-ed. 

Marion,  National  A.A.U.  low  board  champ  in  1936,  and 
Pete  Desjardines,  former  Olympic  champion,  left  last 
May  for  England.  She  arrived  back  in  Evanston  in  early 
February,  just  in  time  to  start  the  second  semester,  after 
taking  in  London,  Paris,  Genoa,  Cairo,  Bombay,  Singa- 
pore, Manila,  Hong  Kong,  Tokyo,  Honolulu  and  San 
Francisco. 

In  40,000  miles  the  Mansfield-Desjardines  combination 
gave  more  than  150  exhibitions,  some  of  them  under  very 
unusual  conditions. 

At  Bombay,  Marion,  chosen  to  christen  the  new  pool  at 
the  Cricket  Club  of  India,  had  to  wait  an  hour  while  the 
pool  was  completed  and  hurriedly  filled  with  muddy 
hydrant  water. 

Still  in  India,  but  this  time  at  Poena,  she  discovered 
that  the  pool  where  they  were  scheduled  to  perform  was 
filled  with  hundreds  of  carp.  Not  until  the  attendants  had 
lured  the  fish  to  the  far  end  of  the  pool  by  feeding  them, 
could  the  exhibition  go  on. 

It  all  started  last  May  when  Pete,  about  to  start  his 
annual  summer  tour  of  England,  convinced  the  blonde 
Gamma  Phi  that  she  should  turn  professional  and  signed 
her  to  appear  with  him.  Marion  and  her  mother  went  to 
Miami  late  in  the  spring  and  proceeded  from  there  to 
the  British  Isles  where  the  divers  were  billed  steadily  and 
covered  over  10,000  miles.  Water  sports  are  on  a  much 
larger  scale  there  than  in  the  United  States.  In  Edinburgh 
alone  they  drew    10,000  spectators. 

Being  so  close  to  London  and  Paris,  Marion  took  time 
off  to  do  a  little  shopping.  From  a  London  tailor  she 
ordered  the  smoothest  polo  coat  this  campus  has  seen, 
and   in   Paris   bought  both  formal   and   informal   clothes. 

The  tour  was  originally  meant  to  stop  in  Great  Britain 
and  Marion  had  planned  to  return  in  time  for  the  fall 
semester.  But  a  Mr.  Graham  C.  Dorset,  who  wrote  to 
Desjardines  asking  how  to  do  a  "half  gainer"  changed 
their  plans.  Pete  wrote  back,  described  how  the  dive 
should  be  done,  and  added  that  he  was  surprised  to  find 
a  diving  enthusiast  in  India.  Dorset  replied  that  there 
was  "lots  of  interest  and  room  for  some  one  to  do  well 
in  exhibitions  here."    Pete   needed   no  further  invitation 


and  Marion  decided  that  Northwestern  could  wait  an- 
other semester. 

Mrs.  Mansfield  turned  towards  home.  With  a  British 
doctor,  and  his  wife,  the  divers  slowly  traveled  toward 
Bombay. 

In  Genoa  the  divers  drew  3,500  to  a  pool  that  boasted 
not  only  a  10-foot  board  but  also  a  33-foot  diving  tower. 
They  gave  four  shows  in  Egypt  and  did  a  lot  of  sight- 
seeing. Near  Cairo,  Marion  joined  a  camel  train  and 
traveled  out  to  the  Pyramids  and  temples  of  the  kings  of 
ancient  Egypt.  Marion's  camel  was  very  nice,  gentlemanly 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  as  you  can  see  from  the  picture. 
She  called  it  Bubbles. 

At  Bombay  they  found  that  Mr.  Dorset  had  booked 
them    for    ten    exhibitions,     including     the     Poona     and 

(Continued   on   page   33) 
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PAINTING  THE  TOWN 
PURPLE 

With  BOB  KERSTINS 
Dining,  Dancing 

STEVENS  HOTEL  — Sterling  Young 
and  his  Orchestra  introduce  the 
new  Spring  Review  down  here  in 
the  Continental  Room.  We  never 
got  tired  of  this  boy's  brass  sec- 
tion. The  band  really  enters  into 
the  Spring  spirit  of  the  show  which 
is  led  by  Caryl  Gould  who  warbles 
blue  songs  a  la  Ethyl  Merman. 
Caryl  just  returned  from  London 
where  she  introduced  trucking  to 
the  bawly  English  and  where  the 
former  Prince  of  Wales  asked  for 
several  encores.  Wally  and  Ver- 
dyn  Stapelton  present  some 
smooth  and  sophisticated  tap 
routines.  Minimum  is  $2  a  plate 
at  all  times. 

VILLA  MODERNE  —  Most  of  the 
school  seemed  to  be  on  hand  for 
the  Friday  College  night  that  we 
attended  out  at  this  Skokie  Road 
spot.  Wendel  Phillip's  music  pro- 
vides the  background  for  the  stu- 
dent talent  floor  shows  which 
mean  $25  to  the  winner  who  is 
selected  by  audience  applause. 
We  heard  Sue  Woodruff  win  with 
"I  Can  Dream,  Can't  I?"  closely 
followed  by  Bill  Springer's  "Bed- 
room" act  which  was  really  a  killer. 
We  really  enjoyed  Bonnie  Mae 
Roe's  tap  dancing.  No  cover  nor 
minimum  chargel 

DRAKE  HOTEL  — Hal  Kemp  con- 
tinues reigning  supreme  down  here 
in  the  swanky  Gold  Coast  Room. 
We  found  a  full  house  on  hand  at 
a  Sunday  Tea  Dance.  High  spot 
of  the  afternoon  was,  we  felt, 
Rosalind  Marquis'  vocals.  Her 
"It's  Wonderful"  was  a  master- 
piece, and  "Speak  Your  Heart" 
(third  encore!)  came  close.  The 
band's  "Powerhouse"  really  went 
over.  Sunnie  O'Doa  did  some 
mean  taps  to  "Little  Old  Lady," 
and  Bob  Allen  climaxed  the  after- 
noon with  our  favorite,  "Foggy 
Day."    Sunday    minimum    is    $1.50, 
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Saturday's   is   $3.50,    and   on    week 
nights  minimum  is  $3. 

BISMARCK  HOTEL  —  Art  Kassel 
holds  sway  with  his  "Kassels  in  the 
Air"  down  in  the  Walnut  Room 
and  his  Chicago  popularity  is  at- 
tested to  nightly  by  good  crowds. 
Bill  Baird's  magic  is  some  of  the 
cleverest  we  have  seen.  The  dra- 
matic dancing  of  Garron  and 
Bennett  is  well  received.  For  some 
really  good  trumpet  work,  ask  Art 
to  run  through  "Toy  Trumpet." 
Minimum  is  $1  on  week  nights  and 
$2  on   Saturdays. 

Notes  About  Them 

The    usual    "what    band    is    coming 
next"     rumors    are     floating     around 


town  .  .  .  The  most  likely  are  that 
Bob  Crosby  will  replace  Kay  Kyser 
at  the  Blackhawk  and  that  Will  Os- 
borne will  move  into  the  Drake  when 
Hal  Kemp  leaves  .  .  .  Kay  Kyser 
will  be  kept  on  the  Lucky  Strike  pro- 
gram in  New  York  .  .  .  We're  really 
hoping  the  Will  Osborne  rumor  Is 
factual  .  .  .  Those  trombones  are 
really  somethin'  .  .  .  Ruth  Greeley, 
Jackie  Heller's  brand  new  wife,  is 
certainly  an  eyeful  .  .  .  Orrin  Tucker 
will  follow  Guy  (Sweet  music)  Lom- 
bardo  at  New  York's  Roosevelt  Hotel 
for  his  first  shot  at  the  big  time  .  .  . 
Reports  from  San  Francisco  indicate 
that  Joe  Sander's  popularity  is  not 
confined  to  Chicagoans  .  .  .  Our 
favorite     trumpet     player,     Roy     El- 

(Contlnuod    on    page    34) 


PURPLE  PARROT 


EASTER,  1938 


Photo  by  Paul  Stone-Ray 


Carson  Pirle  Scott  &  Co. 


SPRING  means  delightful  walks  down  to  the  piers 
lake  become  a  sheet  of  gold  borrowed  from  the  s 
Gamma  Delta,  are  more  interested  in  each  othe 
make  a  difference.  Notice  Dell's  smart  white  pigskin 
belt  and  pockets  in  black.  A  perfect  jacket  for  sprin 
with  a  high  neckline,  very  smart  with  the  jacket.  Harry 
wool  is  just  right  for  campus,  too.  It  is  a  three-button, 
front.  This  makes  it  less  bulky  and  equally  correct  for  t 
just  what  that  "correctly  casual"  look  is  you  will  be  int 
achieved  it. 


on  the  campus  beach  where  one  pauses  to  admire  the 
un.  Right  now  Dell  Kiely,  Pi  Phi,  and  Harry  Fleer,  Phi 
r  than  in  the  view.  You  see  even  on  the  beach  clothes 
jacket,  a  Paris  adaptation.  It  is  cleverly  stitched  around 
g  days.  With  it  she  has  a  light  weight  shetland  sweater 
's  casual  herringbone  tweed  in  a  fine  imported  Shetland 
single-breasted  model,  made  so  there  is  no  fullness  in  the 
own  as  well  as  for  campus  wear.  If  you  have  wondered 
erested  in  this,  for  both  Dell  and  Harry  have  definitely 
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AND  spring  means  going  places 
and  doing  big  things!  June 
iChristopherson,  The+a,  and 
Page  Procter,  Phi  Gannma  Delta, 
mean  to  take  full  advantage  of  a 
the  opportunities.  Interfraternity 
Ball,  Inter-house  Ball,  fraternity  and 
sorority  spring  formals.  June's  slim 
black  crepe  dress  is  relieved  by  a 
perky  bow  of  white  waffle  weave 
pique.  The  pique  also  continues  in 
a  band  around  the  back  of  the  dress. 
The  slit  skirt,  made  for  ease  of  move- 
ment, is  grand  for  dancing.  For  din- 
ner she  can  wear  the  attractive  jacket  r-  d-  •    «  _u  ».  <~_ 

I  Oarson   rine  jcott  &  V^o. 

of  black  crepe   braid  in  smart  open 

work  pattern.  No  wonder  Page  looks  so  happy!  His  conventional  summer  attire, 
entirely  of  Palm  Beach  cloth,  was  made  for  comfort,  but  it  is  comfort  without  sacrifice 
of  good  cut.  hlis  equally  comfortable  and  good-looking  shirt  is  of  soft  white  pique. 
Page  wears  a  black  tie  and  black  cummerbund  with  a  dark  red  carnation,  but  just  as 
good  would  be  accessories  of  midnight  blue  or  maroon.  You  see  when  you  are 
comfortable  you  can  turn  your  entire  attention  elsewhere  —  and  on  spring  evenings 
that's  pretty  important! 
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Corinne  Phillips 

•  Chosen  by  the  Syllabus  as  Northwestern's  candidate 
for  beauty  queen  of  the  Drake  Relays.  Connie,  on 
Alpha  Phi,  is  the  cute  blonde  you  saw  in  the  chorus 
in   "Of  Thee  I   Sing."  Photo  by  Carlos 


**» 


The  nine  old  men  hand  down  a  decision  on  an  af- 
fair of  national  import.  Is  if  fo  be  a  boy  or  a  girl? 
.  .  .  or  both?  If  you  didn't  see  the  show,  we'll  tell 
you  it  was  'both.' 


a  clever  formation 


""^ 


Dona  Du  Beau  figures  how  many  lamb  chops  go 
into  74  senators,  Bob  Rich  ponders  the  third  race  at 
Santa  Anita,  and  Jess  Bailey  makes  a  note  of  the 
whole  thing  during  one  of  the  tense  moments  in  "Of 
Thee  I  Sing." 


'Not  bad." 


Art  Rosenberg  and  Sam  Zimmerman  cast  apprais- 
ing eyes  at  beauties  on  parade  for  a  title  in  the 
show. 


tfe 


Phyllis  Murphy  and  Betty 
'hillips,  candidates  for  wife 
jf  the  president,  parade  their 
wares    .    .    .    but    both    girls 

iled. 


"Profile" 


Bob  Rich  croons  in  cele- 
bration of  being  the  proud 
safer  of  twins.  Dona  Du 
Beau,  lying  down,  had  some- 
l-hing  to  do  with  it,  too. 


layout  by 

Heismann 


>J 

Picture  of  a  "jam  session,"  in  nnore  ways  than  one, 
snapped  at  the  Joe  College  dance  in  the  gynn  after  the 
basketball  game. 


Judges  size  up  a  contestant  for  the  dubious  honor  of 
being  arrayed  in  the  "most  collegiate  costume"  remi- 
niscent of  the  pre-depression  days  when  college  was 
spelled  with  'itch.' 


"Posin'  "  in  mid-air  as  caught  by  the  Parrot  snap 
shooter  at  the  memorable  Indiana  fracas,  scene  of  the 
mystery,  "Case  of  the  Disappearing  Field  Goal." 


The  Vance-Hawley  combination  seems  to  be  somewhat 
strained  momentarily,  judging  from  the  sweet  expressions 
displayed.  Ensuing  developments,  however,  would  Indicate 
that  'twas  merely  a  pose. 


CARSON 
PIRIE 
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POETS'  CORNER 


gloria  was  a  lovely  girl  indeed 

she  was  a  lovely  girl  how  can  one  tell 

jus-J-  by  the  fact  that  clothes  on  her 
looked  well 

nothing  on  her  looked  better  we  con- 
cede 

the  strange  thing  was  she  did  not  like 
to  read 

kant  or  spinoza  but  would  rather  raise 
hell 

in  merry  nightclubs  where  the  charges 
swell 

boy  friends  took  care  of  these  she 
paid  no  heed 

there  is  a  moral  to  this  little  tale 
which   has  a   meaning   both   profound 

and  sad 
drinking   a  quart  shows  evident  sang- 
froid 
what     gloria     drank     was     not     plain 

ginger  ale 
it  was  a  kind  of  gin  extreme^jy^-^^^.^, 
and  so  alas  sic  transit  gloria'         ""^ 
p  h  I 


I  admire  your  nerve. 
How  can  you  falter 
With  the  lure  and  the  verve 
I  admire?  Your  nerve 
And  your  strategems  serve 
To  lead  to  the  altar. 
I  admire  your  nerve; 
How  CAN  you  falter? 

P.  H.  L 

Temptation  is  merely  a  case 

of  mind  over  matter,  and  sometimes 

the  matter  is  so  attractive 

you  don't  mind.        ^^^^^  Wilding. 


The    rain,   it  raineth   alike. 

They  say, 

Upon  the  just  and  unjust 

Fella; 

But  more  upon  the  just, 

I'd  say, 

For  the  unjust  hath  the  just's 

Umbrella.  |,  p. 


Your   regal   grace   reminds    me   of   a 

queen 
In  some   barbaric  kingdom  ages  old. 
Haughty  you  are,  and  with  imperious 

mien 
You  keep  me  worshipping  the  power 

you  hold. 
I    question    not;    I    kneel   before   your 

shrine 
To  praise  whatever  gods  may  be  who 

sent 
Your  fair,  immortal  beauty  to  be  mine. 
And  but  to  gaze  on  you  I  am  content, 
Basking    within    the    warmth    of   your 

sweet  smile 
And  rhapsodizing  on  your  eyes,  your 

hair. 
Your  white  throat  and  your  mouth  so 

free  from  guile. 
Only    a    goddess   with   you   can   com- 
pare; 
Beloved,  1  shall  love  you  till..!  die  — 
^I;^Qw_;Jtiss  me  or  I'll  give  you  a  sock  in 

the  eye.  p.  H.  L. 


Triolet  of  Envy 

Others  take  their  girls  to  dinner; 
I  sit  home  and  scribble  verse, 
Though  I'd  like  to  be  a  sinner. 
Others  take  their  girls  to  dinner 
And  their  pocketbooks  grow  thinner, 
But  they've  won  the  universe. 
Others  take  their  girls  to  dinner — 
I  sit  home  and  scribble  verse. 


—P.  H.  L 


m 


It's  one  thing  to  get  a  man. 
Another  thing  to  hold  him, 
But  better  still  to  keep  from  him, 
The  things  you've  never  told  him. 
Marge  Wilding. 

^^ 

I    wish    all    men    who    kiss    and    tell. 
Would  pack  their  bags  and  go  to  hell. 
I  wish  they'd  stay  down  in  that  place. 
So  I'd  have  time  to  save  my  face. 
Marge  Wilding. 


Maid  of  Athens,  ere  we  part, 

Keep  or  give  me  back  my  heart, 

I    care   not   which.   What's   been   has 

been. 
But  lady,  I  DEMAND  my  pin. 

Breathes    there    a    man    around    this 

school. 
Sufficiently  restrained  and  cool, 
Who  waits  until  a  second  date. 
To  give  a  girl  some  preparation. 
Before  expecting  osculation? 
If  you  should  find  one,  mark  him  well, 
I'll  date  the  guy  'though  he  looks  like 

hell! 


One  little  look. 
One  little  glance. 
One  little  sigh  — 
And  one  big  chance. 
He  heard  the  sigh. 
He  caught  the  glance. 
He  was  no  fool  — 
He  took  the  chance. 

Salesman:  "Do  you  wear  night- 
gowns or  pajamas?" 

Young   lady:   "No." 

Salesman:  "Phlllipson's  my  name, 
Bill  Phillipson." 

I've    never    seen    a    purple    cow, 
I  never  hope  to  see  one. 
But  by   the   purple  milk  we  get, 
I'm  sure  that  there  must  be  one. 
—Bull. 

There  once  was  a  girl  called  Anna 
Who  hailed  from  the  town  of  Havana, 
She  had  beautiful  hair 
And  her  face  was  so  fair. 
But  her  legs  came  off  a  piano. 

— Pelican. 

Sophomore:  "Give  me  a  steak,  and 
make  it  thick  and  rare." 

Junior:  "Give  me  a  steak,  and  make 
it  thicker  and  rarer." 

Senior:  "Chase  the  damn  bull 
through  here  and  I'll  bite  him  On  the 
•"""•  — Awgwan 
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Orchesis,  Honorary  Creative  Dance  Group,  in  Original  Dance  Compositions 


Cross  section  of  the  nite  club  revelers  swinging  and 
swaying  to  mad  melodies  of  Cliff  Aspegren's  musicians 
atop  the  Orrington  hotel. 


Copyright  by  Chicago  Tim 


A  fetching  study  in  Willardite  terpslchore  as  portrayed 
by  twelve  dimpled  knees.  Owners,  left  to  right;  Ruth 
Goldenberg,  Maxine  Ferdinand,  Marie  Schwabb,  Sally 
Veeder,  Babbe  Cohen,  and  Marjorie  Allerdice. 


Janet  Tomlinson  torch  sings  her  way  into  tt»e  hearts  of 
♦tie  club  patrons  for  one  of  the  highlights  of  the  floor 
show. 


Coiiarless,  stogie  puffing  Si  Cohen  sets  'em  up  at  the 
brass  rail  department  for  Charles  Stickler.  The  ever  pres- 
ent Sue  Peterson  purses  her  lips  with  a  "Not  bad."  Jean 
Radiff  turns  away  from  the  horrid  stuff. 


Layout  by 
tteismann 


QhkaqD^  QampjuHu 


A  peek  into  the  initiation 
ceremonies  at  the  Alpha 
Kappa  Psi  House.  Paul  Con- 
kel  wields  the  paddle  over 
the  battered  form  of  Bob 
Cameron  who  has  probably 
decided  that  paddling  is  a 
lot  of  foolishness. 


Photos  by  Bill  Inman  and  Joe  Carli- 


The  Alpha  Kappa 
Psis  do  it  up  right  with 
beer  and  pop  corn  as 
they  give  a  farewell 
party  for  Hugo  Karano 
who  is  leaving  to  study 
at   Illinois. 


Wally  Cummings  and  Jean  Blake  are  very  happy  with 
their  new  car.  At  least  they  had  fun  pretending  it  was  their 
car  at  the  recent  Commerce  Club  Formal  given  at  the 
Edgewater  Beach  Hotel. 


These  commerce  students  carry  their  class  discussions 
with  them  to  the  Commerce  Mixer.  Left  to  right:  Sheldon 
Van  Buren,  Sally  Jones,  Hal  Shanafield,  and  Evelyn  Koen- 
nig. 


George  Watts  looks  a  lit- 
tle self-conscious  and  Micky 
Anderson  turns  on  the  charm 
as  the  couple  were  snapped 
at  the  Commerce  Club 
Formal. 


The  cameraman  interrupts  the  senior  class  meeting  to 
snap  a  group  of  the  outgoing  classmates. 


Kay  Cryer  manages 
to  forget  the  run  in 
her  stocking  and  turn 
on  a  big  smile  with 
Bill  Inman  for  the 
camera. 


Layou«  by  Kyle  Mo 


A  group  of  fraternity  men  gather  in  a  clever  formation ' 
on  one  of  the  quad  porches  to  enjoy  the  spring  breezes. 
Left  to  right:  Larry  Pucci,  Don  Cornish,  Mai  Bannerman, ; 
Carl  Jenson,  and  Harry  Brookby. 


A  professor's  eye  vi«w  of  his  class  in  the  Harris  audi- 
torium. The  class  has  Just  convened  so  none  of  the  intel- 
lectuals have  dozed  oft  yet. 


"Posin' 


Jean  and  Eunice  are  abouf 
0  flip  a  coin  in  deciding  who 
hall  take  Chuck  Barber  to 
he  Junidr  Prom. 


This  officious  group  of 
Jpha  Samma  Deltas  de- 
ded  to  share  the  miseries 
>gether  and  work  through 
ie  day's  assignment. 


Layout  by  Kyi*  Morri* 


"Now  Frank,"  says  Sue  Swan  to  Frank  Thompson, 
know  that  a  young  man's  fancies  aren't  turned  by  ipril»i| 
to  studies."  I 
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Photo  by  Paul  Stone-Raymor  Studios,  Ltd. 


Carson  Plrie  Scott  &  Co 


SPRING  always  means  going  places  and  doing  th 
ma  Phi,  and  Dan  Zehr,  Phi  Delt,  pause  on  their 
cloth  suit  with  its  narrow  braid  trim,  fluffy  white 
felt  Breton  all  do  their  parts  in  creating  this  unusually  e 
that  last.)  Danny  steals  a  march  on  Esquire  himself  with 
best  of  the  imported  flannels.  The  suit  is  a  doubie-br 
popular  short  collar  and  his  English  foulard  tie  is  the 
of  these  outfits  will  be  more  than  useful  during  the  spri 
Who  wouldn't  want  to  go  places  in   them! 


ngs  with  the  right  person.  Here  Patricia  Labus,  Gam- 
way  to  relax  pleasantly.  Pattie's  smart  black  wool  broad- 
organdy  frill  and  becoming  and  definitely  new  black 
ttractive  picture.  (Note:  You  can  see  Danny  agrees  on 
his  pin  stripe  navy  suit  of  Garnett  flannel,  one  of  the 
easted,  three-button  model.  His  striped  shirt  has  the 
heavy  gum  twill  foulard,  rich  in  texture  and  color.  Both 
ng   for  they   go   almost   anywhere    and   still   look    smart. 
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Photo  by  Paul  Stone-Raymor  Studios,  Ltd. 


Carson   Plrie  Scott  &  Co 


SPRING  always  means  sports — and  what  beHer  sport  for  a  lovely  spring  day  than  a  canter  across  country 
or  through  the  woods  (with  time  out  to  chat  of  course).  Right  now  Rosemary  Hickox,  Alpha  Phi,  charm- 
ing in  a  casual  riding  costume,  and  George  Heinemann,  Acacia,  equally  correct  in  his  cedar  suede  jacket 
with  big  patch  pockets,  are  enjoying  that  chat  very  much.  If  riding  is  on  your  list  of  spring  sports  notice  care- 
fully the  tan  whipcord  jodphurs,  brown  jodphur  boots,  conventional  brown  felt  bowler,  and  smart  hounds  tooth 
check  jacket  in  brown  with  an  invisible  orange  stripe  which  Rosemary  wears  over  her  yellov/  turtle-neck  sweater. 
Casual  riding  clothes  rather  than  formal  ones  are  best  for  most  people,  especially  when  you  ride  in  the  country. 
Whether  you  are  a  man  or  a  woman,  your  riding  clothes  must  fit  faultlessly  to  be  right.  Watch  this  all-import- 
ant detail,  it  is  well  worth  the  extra  effort  it  takes! 
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SEEING  EYE 

(Continued   from   page  5) 

Beginning  at  ten  o'clock  and  con- 
tinuing until  well  into  the  morning,  the 
night  editor,  stimulated  by  repeated 
applications  of  coffee  and  aspirin, 
makes  frequent  appearances  to 
scream,  "We've  got  to  have  90 
more  inches.  Someone  write  a  fea- 
ture. Someone  write  a  couple  of 
features!"  Later  this  breaks  down  to 
a  hysterical,  "Oh  my  God!  Oh  my 
God!  Oh  my  God!" 

Sometime  after  2  a.m.  something 
snaps  and  everyone  works  doggedly 
in  a  silent  stupor,  guided  by  the 
power  of  the  newspaper  man's  sub- 
conscious whatisit.  The  silence  is 
broken  only  by  the  muffled  noises 
of  the  presses,  the  soft  thud  of 
bodies  as  sleeping  printers  roll  off 
of  desks  and  tables,  and  the  occa- 
sional maniacal  screams  of  the  night 
editor. 

It  was  at  about  this  time  that  we 
escaped  on  the  North  Shore.  It 
didn't  make  any  difference  to  us  if 
it  WAS  going  to  Milwaukee  instead 
of  to  Evanston! 

Sin 

"Two  are  company,  three  are  a 
crowd,  one — one  is  a  wanderer," 
wrote  James  Thurber  in  one  of  his 
more  wistful  moods.  Or  perhaps  it 
was  we  who  were  in  a  mood. 

In  any  case,  it  was  a  rare  warmish 
day  in  early  March  and  we  felt  the 
wanderlust,  the  beckoning  of  the 
open  road,  the  call  of  the  wild, 
vagabondia,  et  al.  That's  why  we 
were  walking  down  Michigan  avenue 
with  a  very  far-away  expression  and 
an  "I  love  you — everyone"  feeling 
in  our  heart.  We  decided  that  we 
liked  Chicago.  What  the  city  lacked 
in  good  taste,  it  made  up  in  good  in- 
tentions. We  liked  its  ugly  beauty 
and  its  dirty  river  and  the  moral 
note  in  the  signs  on  the  trash  cans — 
"HELP  KEEP  OUR  CITY  CLEAN." 

About  that  time  we  arrived  at  the 
Art  Institute,  which,  according  to 
good  authority,  hasn't  been  washed 
since    the    Columbian    World's    Fair. 


Alv^ays  worth  stopping  for 


The  use  ot  chewing  gum  gnes  your  mouth,  teeth  and 
gums  beneficial  exercise.  Beecli-Nut  Oralgene  is  specially 
made  for  this  purpose.  It's  lirmer,  "chewier "...helps  keep 
teeth  clean  and  fresh  looking. 
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Swing  Out  with 

3IMMY  GREEN'S 

ORCHESTRA 

at  Benjamin  Joe's 

gMJr^  156!    HOWARD  ST. 

^*^  Bri.  0364.    tost  of  the  "L"' 

V  FLOOR  SHOW   Full  Course  7Ca 

'      "J-   Cover         nlMNFB<:   •  WW 


Late   Supper   Spec' 
.     for   Nighthawks 


Discriminate 

.  .  .  /;Y  CLEANING 

Your  clothes  will  look  better 
and  last  longer  if  properly 
cleaned.  Try  our  efficient 
service. 


^Q<itc 


821-23    Emerson    Street,    Evanston 


A     Perfect  Boy 
Perfect  Girl 
Perfect  Gown 
Perfect  Pair  of 
Shoes  tinted  to  match  that 
perfect  gown     .     .     .     hy 

THE  TINT  SHOPPE 

1710   SHERMAN   AVENUE 
A  Perfect  Evening! 


DA-LITE  GIFT  SHOP 

Orrington    Hotel,    Off    the    Lobby 
Evanston,   Illinois 

Jerome  Uiil 

the  Artist 
will  be  at  the  Shop 

SATURDAY.  APRIL  9 

Sketch  of  Yourself 
$5.00  to  $10.00 

Phone   for   Appointment 
Miss  Siddall  Greenleaf  778S 


It  looked  terrible.  But  that  was  where 
we  quite  unexpectedly  ran  into 
Millie. 

Millie  is  a  student  at  the  Art  In- 
stitute. Millie  is  very  artistic.  She 
is,  among  other  things,  in  a  life  class, 
which  is  one  of  the  advantages  of 
being  an  artist.  Millie  entered  the 
life  class  last  summer  and  it  was  then 
that  something  very  amusing  had 
happened  and  Millie  had  to  tell  us 
about  It. 

It  happened  one  morning  when 
Ihe  model  took  her  usual  place  and 
removed  her  usual  gown.  Suddenly 
the  whole  ordinarily  serious  class 
burst  Into  laughter.  When  artists  lose 
emotional  control,  there's  no  stop- 
ping place.  They  laugh  till  the  tears 
begin  to  roll  down  their  cheeks. 
They  lose  complete  control  and  slap 
their  thighs  and  roll  on  the  floor 
like  little  children.  That's  what 
Millie's  life  class  did.  And  the  in- 
structor and  the  model  began  to 
laugh,  too,  for  the  weird  white  sha- 
dow of  a  bathing  suit  was  etched  on 
the  otherwise  crimson  limbs  and 
body  of  the  model,  who  had  com- 
mitted the  unforgivable  sin  of  go- 
ing to  the  beach  over  the  weekend! 

Ordeal  by  Camera 

Every  day's  a  busy  day  for  the 
Syllabus  camera  man.  Yesterday 
was  an  especially  busy  one.  He  shot 
the  Parrot  literary  staff  (something 
which  several  people,  including  Jack 
Korshak,  have  been  threatening  to 
do  for  a  long  time). 

It  was  all  pretty  sordid  and  we 
shan't  go  into  details.  The  photog- 
rapher was  obviously  of  a  sadistic 
nature.  By  the  time  everyone  was 
grouped  about  the  table,  we  were 
feeling  self-conscious  like  anything. 
We  pleaded  to  be  allowed  to  slip 
quietly  under  the  table,  but  the  man 
ignored  us. 

In  the  end,  Kyle  Morris  was  seated 
at  the  table  between  two  feminine 
members  of  the  staff  and  the  rest  of 
us  peered  over  their  shoulders  to 
see  that  everything  was  all  right.  The 
man  with  the  birdie  suggested   that 


TEA   DANCING 
EVERY  SUNDAY 
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we  all  lean  forward  and  that  Kyle 
and  the  girls  place  their  hands  be- 
neath the  table.  Everybody  thought 
that  Kyle  better  keep  his  hands 
above  the  table. 

What  we'd  rather  not  talk  about 
is  the  long  pause  which  then  fol- 
lowed as  a  torturous  build  up  for  the 
inevitable  flash.    It's  awful. 

After  it  was  all  over,  someone 
asked  the  inquisitionist  what  happen- 
ed if  you  blinked  when  the  flash 
came.  The  Syllabus  man  said  that  if 
you  saw  the  flash  before  you  did 
the  blinking,  it  couldn't  possibly 
register  on  the  film.  This  may  com- 
fort someone,   but  not  us. 

Photographers  don't  have  souls. 
We  think  it  would  be  awfully  de- 
pressing to  be  a   photographer. 

She:  "What  do  you  think  I'd  do  if 
you  tried  to  pet?" 

He:  "I  haven't  any  idea." 
She:   "Aren't  you  even  curious?" 
— Sundial 


"Papa,  how  can  you  tell  when  a  per- 
son is  drunk?" 

"Well,  my  son,  do  you  see  those 
two  men  over  there?  Well,  if  you 
were  drunk,  they  would  look  like  four." 

"But,  papa,  there's  only  one." 

When  a  sofa  is  a  beehive  of  activ- 
ity, it  means  that  a  little  honey  is 
being  made. 

A  man  came  into  a  railroad  station 
and  remained  standing  at  his  ease  not 
far  from  a  window.  A  federal  agent 
near  by  chanced  to  notice  that  the 
stranger  had  something  in  his  pocket 
from  which  drops  were  falling  in  slow 
trickles.  The  dry  agent  walked  over, 
put  his  finger  under  the  drops,  caught 
one  and  tasted  it.  Then  he  spoke  to 
the   man. 

"Scotch?" 

"No,"  was  the  reply,  "It's  just  an 
airedale  pup  six  days  old." 


TENNIS  RACKETS 

RESTRUNC 

Hegiilar  Split  Lamli  *  ^%     M  c 

Restringr  $A.OO  ^     C  .**  J 

Job O         fur  ^m 

Regrular  Moisture   Proof  «>^     B  ^« 

Kestriiig^  $0.00  al  .50 

Job '*         for  I 

Early  Season  Specials 
on  Tennis  Rackefs 

Regular  SALE 

Price  PRICE 

WILSOX 

Ghost $15.75     $10.75 

\^^LSo^'    Ellsworth    vines 

DE   LUXE 

AA    $14.75       $9.75 

WILSOX  FAJIOUS 

Player    $7.95       $4.95 

■•LIPETIJIE" 

Racket 16.00       $8.95 

WILSON  TENXANT  DE  LUXE 

Model $13.50       $6.95 

WILSOX  TENNAXT 

Jr $5.00       $3.00 

WILSON 

Premier    $2.50       $1.75 

WILSON^  ELLSWORTH 

Vines    $7.95       $4.95 

WILSON 

Phoenix    $3.75       $2.25 

All    these    rackets    strung   tight 
with  gut  and  silk 


Have  your  Racket  I'estrung  by  our 
master  stringers.  We  have  been  the 
outstanding  restringers  on  the  North 
Shore  for  almost  eight  years.  Bach 
job  is  given  careful  attention  and 
strung  tight  and  perfect  in  every 
respect. 

NORTHWESTERN 
STUDENT 

CO-OP 

INC. 

Orrington  Hotel  BIdg. 
1726  Orrington  Ave.         Gre.  2600 


TWA  Now  Offers 

Special  Student 

Easter  Rates 


Fly  Home 
at  Rail  Cost 

Here"s     good     news!     The  Lindbergh 

Line     now     offers     students  excursion 

rates  that  bring  the  finest  air  travel 
down  to  rail  costs! 

You  can  leave  any  time  between  March 
22  and  April  17 — return  not  later  than 
April  25.  Excursion  tickets  are  good 
on  all  flights  and  include  compliment- 
ary meals  served  on  plane. 

Take  advantage  of  this  special  offer. 
Add  days  to  your  Spring  vacation — 
Fly   home   via   TWA! 


You'll  enjoy  the  delicious  full-course 
meals  served  aloft  by  a  neatly  uni- 
formed hostess.  With  TWA  you  relax 
in  the  solid  comfort  of  deep-cushioned, 
full-reclining  chairs  ...  or  sleep  over- 
night in  a  berth  that's  large  as  a  twin 
bed  .  .  .  and  arrive  at  your  destina- 
tion   refreshed! 


EXCURSION  TICKETS  ON   SALE  DAILY 

MARCH  22  THROUGH  APRIL  17 

RETURN    TICKET   GOOD    UNTIL   AFTER 

APRIL  25 


FOR  INFORMATION 
OR  RESERVATIONS 
Call  any  TWA  office, 
hotel  transportation 
desk,  travel  bureau. 
Postal  Telegraph  or 
Western   Union  ofHce. 
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"Is  your  daughter  in  tonight?"  Conductor:    "I'll    have    to    charge 

"No,  and  get  out  and  stay  out."  full  fare  for  your  little  brother — he's 

"But  I'm  the  sheriff."  wearing  long  pants." 

"Oh,  I'm  sorry.  Come  in,  I  thought  Young    brother:    "Gosh,    Sis,    you 

that  was  a  Sigma  Nu  pin.  ride  free!" 


Greenleaf  4300 
Sheldrake  1216 
Wilmette  4300 


—for  the  right 
kind  of  printing 

Lloyd  HoMister  Inc. 

1232-36    Central    Avenue,     Wllme  +  te 


PEASANT  SCARF 

(Continued  from   page   7) 

pus.  And  if  the  Commerce  students 
look  problematical,  certainly  the 
chemists  smell." 

"Good,"  said  the  girl.  "Veery 
good,"  and  she  laughed  again. 

People  all  about  the  room  were 
smoking,  drinking  tea  out  of  fragile, 
pink  cups,  and  eating  little  sand- 
wiches. Everyone  was  talking  to 
somebody  in  low,  well-bred  tones. 

"College  has  certainly  changed; 
John  Held,  Jr.,  and  F.  Scott  Fitz- 
gerald are  just  too  passe;  you  know 
what  I  mean.  I  like  the  parties  your 
fraternity  gives;  they  are  so  quiet 
end  well-bred.  No  raucous  orches- 
tras, no  spiked  punch,  and  that  sort 
of  thing.  Why,  I  don't  believe  there's 
a  bow  tie  present." 

"That  is  a  compliment,"  said  the 
boy,  fingering  the  gold  pin  on  his 
vest.  "As  you  say,  students  seem  so 
much  more  serious,  more  interested 
in  the  really  significant  things  of  life. 
Why,  some  of  my  best  friends  are 
communists." 

"Really?"  said  the  girl.  "Commu- 
nists? I  should  like  to  know  them; 
the  communists  are  performing  such 
an  interesting  experiment  in  Russia; 
I'm  anxious  to  see  how  it  works  out. 
I  should  even  like  to  spend  a  year  or 
two  there;  I'm  sure  I  could  get  some 
excellent  material  for   my  work." 

"Work?"  queried  the  boy.  "What 
sort  of  work  are  you  doing?" 

"Oh,"  said  the  girl,  "I  write. 
Mostly  for  the  hell  of  it.  I'm  taking 
CI  2,  and  one  can't  be  really  serious 
in  a  composition  class  you  know." 

"I  haven't  read  any  of  your  stuff; 
has  it  come  out  In  the  Daily?" 

"It  is  better"  said  the  girl,  "that 
Art  should  perish  unread  than  ap- 
pear in  the  Daily  Northwestern." 

"Gosh,"  said  the  boy. 

"Are  you  interested  in  art?"  asked 
the  girl.  "I  just  love  Giorgionni  and 
Botticelli.  And  Simone  Martini.  Such 
finesse.  Have  you  seen  the  Ameri- 
can exhibit  current  at  the  Art  Insti- 
tute? But,  of  course  you  have,  if 
you're  at  all  interested  in  art." 
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"Yes,"  said  the  boy,  "I've  looked 
it  over." 

Remember  Aaron  Bohrod's  Eve- 
ning in  Vandalia?  It  seems  to  me  it 
was  the  very  finest  thing  there.  And 
such  brush  work.  Of  course,  it  re- 
ceived no  award  or  special  recog- 
nition of  any  sort.  After  all,  the  bet- 
ter things  never  do." 

"I  remember  one  by  Dan  Rhodes," 
offered  the  boy.  "It  was  called  Hod 
Carrier.  One  of  my  communist 
friends  admired  it  greatly." 

"Yes,  I  remember  that  one.  It  is 
so  bleak.  Hardly  the  sort  of  thing 
one  would  want  to  hang  in  one's  liv- 
ing room." 

"No,"  the  boy  agreed,  "hardly 
that." 

"I  was  simply  infatuated  with  a 
piece  of  sculpture  called  Torso  in 
Space;  it  was  aesthetically  sensual," 
said  the  girl. 

"I'm  afraid  I  missed  that,"  said 
the  boy.  "I  was  interested,  however, 
in  observing  the  unified  impression 
that  the  exhibit  on  the  whole  gave 
— one.  It  seems  to  me  that  those 
detractors  of  American  culture  who 
say  that  we  are  only  a  cultural  melt- 
ing pot  have  not  properly  studied 
American  art.  You  got  a  sense  of 
confusion  and  bitterness  from  that 
exhibit  that  is  indicative  of  the  at 
least  harmonious  tenor  of  American 
culture." 

He  hoped  she  hadn't  had  Corre- 
lation CI:  A  Survey  of  Mankind  and 
the  Arts. 

The  girl  raised  her  head  and  look- 
ed at  the  boy;  for  the  first  time  he 
noticed  she  had  clear,  grey  eyes. 

"You,"  she  said  slowly,  "are  one 
of  the  few  people  I  can  really  talk 
to.  Do  you  realize  that  we  have 
been   here  talking  like  old  friends?" 

"Won't  you  have  another  cup  of 
tea?"  asked  the  boy,  blushing.  She 
hadn't  had  Correlation  CI. 

"Thank  you  so  much,"  said  the 
girl.    "No." 

"Say,  I  hope  you  won't  think  it 
premature  of  me  to  ask,  but  I  would 
like  very  much  to  have  a  date  with 
you — soon.  Would  you  by  any 
chance  be  free  next  Saturday  night?" 


"Oh,"  she  said.  "I  am  sorry.  I'm 
going  to  the  Pop  Concert — the  Chi- 
cago Symphony,  you  know.  One  can 
really  hear  excellent  music,  that  is 
if  they  don't  play  Wagner.  Wag- 
ner is  so  empty;  just  sound,  just  ab- 
so-lute-ly  sound.  But  I  can  even  bear 
Wagner  if  I  sit  in  the  gallery.  One 
sees  such  interesting  people  there. 
And  all  of  them  are  so  conscientious- 
ly going  out  after  'culture.'  In  quotes, 
of  course.  One  comes  home,  and 
one  simply  must  write  a  theme  about 
it  all." 

"Well,"  said  the  boy,  "I  guess  I 
shouldn't  have  asked  you  for  a  date. 
You  know  so  much,  all  about  art,  and 
books,  and  music  and  things.  Even 
communism.    You  must  be  a  Senior." 

The  girl  laughed.  "Oh,  no;  only  a 
Sophomore.  But  I  spent  last  summer 
in  New  York.  I  guess  that  makes 
some  slight  difference.  New  York 
gives  one  such  a  perspective  on 
things.  Everything  that  happens  in 
America  happens  in  New  York.  And 
everyone  in  Chicago  pretends  they 
are  in  New  York  when  all  the  time 
they  really  aren't.  It's  very  amusing 
just  to  stand  off  and  watch  them." 

"I  guess  that's  what  makes  you  so 
different,"  said  the  boy. 

Neither  of  them  said  anything  else 
for  a  while.  There  seemed  to  be 
nothing  to  say;  the  girl  had  exhaust- 
ed every  subject.  In  a  few  minutes 
she  raised  her  arms  above  her  head 
and  yawned. 

"I  suddenly  feel  stifled,"  she  an- 
nounced. "If  I  stay  here  another 
minute,  I  shall  sit  down  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  floor  and  scream — like  a 
banshee." 

"You  certainly  are  a  creature  of 
moods,"  said  the  boy.  "May  I  walk 
home  with  you  then?" 

"Please  do,"   said  the  girl. 

The  two  got  up  and  walked  around 
the  room,  telling  people  how  nice  it 
all  was  and  being  told  to  come  back 
again.  They  put  on  their  coats  and 
went  out. 

It  was  still  snowing  and  the  girl 
took  a  deep  breath  and  said:  "I  love 
it;  it's  so  quiet  when  it  snows." 


CHEESE  it/ 
HERE  COMES 

father/ 


WHAT  A  SMELLY  PIPE!  Mother 
tried  a  dozen  times  to  make  dad 
throw  it  out.  But  Uncle  Ted  had 
a  more  reasonable  suggestion.  He 
said  to  clean  it  well,  and 


NOW  WE  ALL  WEAR  GRINS.  Fa- 
ther says  it's  the  world's  mildest 
blend  of  tasty  hurleys.  Even  OToi/fcr 
likes  that  sweet-and-loyely  aro- 
ma. Try  a  two-ounce  tui  today! 


PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  In  a  receut 
survey  by  Self-Help  Bureaus  of  25  representative 
universities,  students  rated  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
first  or  second  out  of  66  competing  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a  majoritu  of  these  colleges. 


TUNE  IN   Tommy  Dorsey  and  his  orchestra.  Every 
Wednesday,  8:30  P.  M.,  E.S.T.,  NBC  Red  Network. 
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She  tied  on  her  peasant  scarf  and 
they  walked  along  for  a  while  in 
silence. 

"I  like  to  do  other  things,  too," 
raid  the  girl,  almost  wistfully. 

"What  do  you  nriean?  Other 
things?" 

"Oh,"  she  said,  "I  don't  spend  all 
my  time  at  the  Art  Institute  and  the 
symphony.  I  mean,  I  like  to  get  out 
and  see  what  the  average  girl  does. 
One  should  try  to  appreciate  all 
types  of  things. 

"Yes,"  said  the  boy,  rather  vague- 
ly. He  couldn't  see  her  face,  so  he 
didn't  know  what  to  say. 

"I'm  in  the  mood  to  do  something 
really  and  truly  American,"  continued 
the  girl.  "I'd  like  to  go  out  and 
mingle  with  people.  You  know — " 
her  voice  faded  into  a  little  hesitant 
laugh. 

"We  might  take  an  L  ride,"  sug- 
gested the  boy. 

"Yes,"  she  said  quickly.  "This  is 
a  perfect  night  for  an  L  ride.  We 
could  ride  down  to  Howard  Street 
and  have  a  hot,  a  very  hot,  Tom  and 
Jerry  at  the  Club  Silhouette.  They 
have  a  dance  floor  there,  too.  And 
maybe  we  could  see  a  movie?  Clark 
Gable  and  Myrna  Loy  are  on  at  the 
Norshore  In  Office  Wife." 

"An  ideal  Let's  do!"  agreed  the 
boy. 

"Oh,  swell,"  said  the  girl,  and  for 
the  first  time  since  he  had  known  her, 
her  voice  sounded  really  eager. 

That  guy's  a  good  Joe  but  I'd  like 
to  know  where  the  hell  he  got  the 
idea  he  can  teach.  He  knows  the 
stuff  but  he  can't  put  it  across.  He's 
too  far  ahead  of  this  world  of  teach- 
ing. I'll  be  damned  if  you  can  learn 
anything  in  his  class.  He  oughta  write 
a  book  or  go  back  to  the  farm. 

Yeah — I  know — I  flunked  it,  too. 

Coed:  "Where's  the  women's  lin- 
gerie?" 

Clerk:  "Sporting  goods  on  the  sec- 
ond floor,  ma'am."  — Octopus 
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QUEEN  OF  THE 
WATER-WAYS 

(Continued  from   page  9) 

Cricket  Club  episodes.  "India  was 
the  most  interesting  country  1  visit- 
ed." said  the  Northwestern  junior. 
With  the  exception  of  England,  the 
divers  spent  nnore  time  in  India  than 
any  other  country.  Every  large  city 
held  official  receptions  for  them.  Be- 
cause of  not  far  off  engagements  in 
Singapore,  Marion  and  Pete  had  to 
refuse  the  invitation  of  the  Maharajah 
of  Kapureticla,  who  entertained  Mrs. 
Roosevelt  during  her  India  visit,  to 
spend  several  weeks  in  his  native  state 
hunting  tigers  and  other  animals.  The 
arrangements  which  had  been  made 
for  them  to  meet  Ghandi  were 
checkmated  when  the  noted  Indian 
leader  became  sick. 

Because  she  "Didn't  like  the  way 
the  elephants  lifted  you  up  with  their 
trunks"    Marion   foreflted    a    possible 


elephant  trip.  But  any  such  disap- 
pointments which  she  might  have  re- 
ceived because  of  the  lack  of  time 
or  other  reasons  were  overshadowed 
by  her  first  glimpse  of  the  Taj  Mahal 
by  moonlight.  "The  most  beautiful 
sight  of  the  whole  trip." 

Traveling  with  a  young  American 
couple  en  route  from  Bombay  to  San 
Francisco,  the  Mansfield-Desjardins 
troupe  gave  exhibitions  in  Singapore, 
where  they  were  so  well  received  that 
Marion  found  a  bouquet  of  three 
dozens  orchids  in  her  stateroom  when 
they  left  for  Manila.  At  Manila  they 
attracted  the  largest  crowds  outside 
of  the  British  Isles.  The  next  stop  was 
Honolulu.  There  Marion  saw  Jane 
Mcintosh,  last  year's  Syllabus  queen, 
who  is  wintering  in  the  Islands,  and 
one  evening  while  dancing  at  the 
Royal  Hawaiian  she  felt  "the  floor 
shake  and  the  pillars  sway,  but  the 
music  kept  right  on  playing."  It  was 
one  of  the  Hawaii's  frequent  earth- 
quakes. 


There  were  also  stops  at  Hong 
Kong  and  Tokyo,  but  she  vetoed  a 
jaunt  to  Australia.  "I  knew  that  if  I 
missed  this  semester  at  school  I'd 
probably  never  get  back  to  make 
It  up." 

Throughout  the  trip  Marion  missed 
only  one  show  when  she  had  a  cold 
In  England,  in  Singapore  Pete  missed 
three  and  Marion  carried  on  the  full 
hour  program  alone. 

Not  particularly  sorry  that  she  is 
no  longer  an  amateur,  Marion  says 
"I'd  like  to  be  in  competition  here 
again,  but  I  think  I  made  no  mistake 
by  turning  professional.  Stan  Braun- 
Inger  (the  Medinah  Club  coach  who 
developed  her  to  championship  form) 
advised  me  to  take  the  chance  last 
spring.    I'm  glad  I  did." 

"And  what  foreign  language  is 
that  Notre  Dame  halfback  studying  at 
college?" 

"English." 


P.  A.  MONEY-BACK  OFFER.  Smoke  20  fragrant  pipe- 
fuls  of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don't  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at 
any  time  within  a  month  from  this  date,  and  we  will 
refund  full  purchase  price,  plus  postage.  (Signed) 
R.J.ReynoIdsTobaccoCompany,  Winston-Salem, N.C. 


THE     NATIONAL 
JOY    SMOKE 


50 


pipefuls  of  fragrant  tobacco  in 
every  2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 
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the  modern  manner 
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PAINTING  THE 
TOWN   PURPLE 

(Continued  from   page    10) 

dridge,  soon  leaves  the  Three  Deuces 
for  New  York  and  the  bigger  and 
better  things  he  deserves  .  .  .  Janet 
Seidel,  ex  NU  student,  has  written 
another  good  one  entitled  "It's 
Spring  Again"  .  .  .  Heard  Hal  Kemp 
plug  It  the  other  night  so  listen  for 
it  .  .  .  Andy  Kirk  comes  back  home 
soon  to  replace  Louis  Armstrong  at 
the  Grand  Terrace  .  .  .  Paul  White- 
man  is  breaking  many  records  out 
on  the  west  coast  .  .  .  They  never 
get  tired  of  Paul's  versatility  .  .  . 
Griff  Williams  moves  into  the  Edge- 
water  Beach  next  .  .  .  Listen  for  the 
Six  Queens  of  Hearts,  Viennese 
songstars  .  .  .  Sammy  Kaye  and  Kay 
Kyser  in  a  current  word  war  on  who 
copies  who  .  .  .  Regardless  of  any 
plagiarism  involved,  we'll  swing  along 
with  Sammy  Kaye  .  .  .  Watch  for 
publications  of  some  of  Roy  El- 
dridge's  best,  you  trumpeters  — 
they'll  be  out  soon. 


^H4iii^i4uatiM/n 


IN  PRSNTING  PLATES 


BOOK  PLANNING  Is  more  than  mere  making  of  halftones 
and  line  etchings.  It  Is  a  variable  composite  of  good  taste 
and  avowed  smartness  blended  In  accord  with  a  school's 
requirements.  As  the  largest  photo  engraving  plant  serving 
many  of  America's  most  prominent  buyers  and  the  designers 
and  engravers  of  over  thirty  distinctive  volumes  of  the 
SYLLABUS,  we  make  a  thorough  study  of  Individualism  in 
book  styling.  The  publication  boards  we  serve  may  have 
the  benefit  of  the  authoritative  assistance  of  our  yearbook 
counselors  from  the  make  up  of  the  staff  to  the  closing  of 
the  affairs  of  the  book.  We  are  constantly  presenting  ex- 
tensive developments  in  annual  building.  We  extend  to  you 
the  most  cordial  Invitation  to  Inquire  about  our  friendly, 
uninterrupted  service.  Most  naturally  you  will  be  under  no 
obligation. 


JAHN  &  OILIER  ENGRAVING  CO. 


Artists,   Co 
of    fine     PI 


erclal    Photographers    and    makers 
ng     plates    for     black     or    colors. 


817  West  Washington  Blvd. 

Monroe  7080 
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'Round  the  Town 

Found  Bernle  Cummins  entertain- 
ing a  full  house  down  at  the  Empire 
Room  .  .  .  Connie  Barlow  really  is 
going  over  down  there  .  .  .  Marjorie 
Whitney  currently  In  the  Hotel  La 
Salle  billed  as  "The  Dictators  and 
Their  Queen"  .  .  .  Louis  Panico  of 
"Wabash  Blues"  fame  finally  getting 
the  break  he  deserves  opening  down 
at  the  College  Inn  .  .  .  Our  personal 
vote  for  the  year's  outstanding  dis- 
covery goes  to  Rosalind  Marquis 
singing  currently  with  Hal  Kemp  .  .  . 
This  little  girl  has  everything  it  takes 
and  should  go  a  long  way  .  .  .  Boyd 
Raeburn  going  good  down  at  the 
Congress  Casino  .  .  .  Watch  for  up 
and  coming  Ruth  Hunt  now  vocaliz- 
ing at  the  Oriental  Gardens  .  .  . 
She's  just  sixteen  years  old  .  .  .  Our 
current  fascination  is  listening  to 
Henry  Busse's  piano  player  pound 
out  the  background  for  the  band's 
unique  "shuffle  rhythm"  at  the  Chez 
Paree  .  .  .  Freddie  Martin  back  at 
the  Aragon  with  a  perfect  tan  ac- 
quired during  his  Ft.  Lauderdale 
stand  .  .  .  The  Andrews  Sisters  are  in 
the  groove  as  usual  at  the  Chez  .  .  . 
We  had  to  sit  through  "Room  Serv- 
ice" the  other  night  .  .  .  Hope  you 
like  it  better  than  we  did  .  .  .  Saw 
two  prominent  fraternity  boys  strug- 
gling with  Russian  caviar  and  vodka 
at  the  Yar  .  .  .  Wonderful  steaks  at 
North  Michigan  Avenue's  Ye  Olde 
Cellar  .  .  .  Watched  some  real  tal- 
ent at  one  of  the  Famous  Door's 
"Opportunity  Nights"  .  .  . 
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WHERE  TO  SELL 
MANUSCRIPTS 

By  Bob  Parrish 

WE  REALLY  had  no  idea  of 
what  we  were  getting  into 
when  we  picked  up  a  copy 
of  "Where  and  How  to  Sell  Manu- 
scripts." The  book  looked  innocent 
enough. 

It  didn't  take  us  long,  though,  to 
realize  how  many  opportunities  we 
had  been  missing.  There  are  literally 
thousands  of  journals  anxious,  nay, 
clamoring  for  material,  but  the  trick 
of  writing  for  publication  is  to  know 
just  what  type  of  material  they  want 
Thus  while  "Weird  Tales"  has  recently 
broadened  its  field  to  use  of  an  occa- 
sional weird  tale  based  on  sex,  it  de- 
sires nothing  filthy  or  disgusting. 
"Weird"  prefers  mystery,  horror, 
weird,  terror,  stories  of  the  super- 
natural, stories  of  other  planets,  weird 
Inventions,  and  bizarre  surgical  tales, 
vampires,  ghost  stories,  and  mystery 
stories. 

If  there  is  no  place  for  you  in 
"Weird,"  there  still  remain  such  little 
known  sure  fire  numbers  as  "The  Na- 
itonal  Nut  News,"  whch  wants  any 
story  that  can  be  built  on  the  nut 
subject,  "Leghorn  World,"  desirous 
of  poultry  articles  by  people  who 
really  know  poultry,  "Swine  World," 
"Junior  Joys,"  and  "Milk  Reporter." 
"Play  Mate"  has  nothing  to  do  with 
Mae  West  and  wants  no  stories  in 
which  sickness,  death,  killing,  or  any- 
thing harmful  to  the  child  is  men- 
tioned. "Sunday  Afternoons"  and 
"Wee  Wisdom"  are  non  commital,  so 
use  your  own  judgment,  but  "Torch- 
bearer"  is  not  what  you  think. 

"What  to  Do"  does  not  want  the 
following  elements:  crime,  theater, 
circus,  card  playing,  dancing,  swear- 
ing, smoking,  unnaturally  good  chil- 
dren, hackneyed  plots,  and  tacked  on 
morals.  What  "What  to  Do"  really 
wants  is  Things  to  Make  for  Playtime, 
How  to  Entertain,  How  to  Be  a 
Magician,  How  to  Earn  Money,  How 
to  Keep  House,  Successful  Boys  and 


A  BOX  OF  LIFE 
SAVERS  FOR 

THE  BEST 
WISECRACK! 

• 

What  is  the  best 
joke  that  you 
heard  on  the 
campus  this 
week?  For  the 
best  line  submit- 
ted each  month, 
there  will  be  a 
free  award  of 
an  attrac  five 
cellophane- 
wrapped  assort- 
ment of  all  the 
Life  Saver  Flav- 
ors. Jokes  will  be 
judged  by  the 
editors  of  this 
publication. 


SHE:  Have  you  tried  the  Big  Apple?  It's  really  breath-takingi 
H  E:  Say,  when  I  want  to  take  my  breath  away,  I  eat  Life  Savers  I 


CRYST-C-M\NTj 


MORAL 


Everybody's  breath  offends  some- 
times. Let  Cryst-O-Mint  keep 
yours  sweet  after  eating,  drink- 
ing or  smoking. 


Girls,  and  Wonders  of  Nature.  It  is 
obvious  that  without  this  information 
a  person  would  simply  be  wasting  his 
time  on  "What  to  Do."  This  may 
mean  real  money  to  some  live-wire 
writer  who  realizes  the  importance  of 
getting  the  "angle"  of  a  more  or  less 
specialized  publication.  Maybe  you'd 
get  farther,  though,  by  contributing 
to  "Smokehouse  Monthly." 

"Baker's  Helper,"  "Candy  Ga- 
zette," "Ice  Cream  Review,"  and 
"Distiller's  Monthly"  all  have  their 
points,  but  "Concrete,"  "Cleaning 
and  Dyeing  World,"  and  "Starchroom 
Laundry  Journal"  are  definitely  out 
of  our  field.  However  it  might  mean 
cash  if  you  have  a  literary  canary 
that  could  be  cajoled  into  collabing 
on  a  few  paragraphs  for  "Cage  Bird 
World,"  which  wants  articles  by  spe- 
cial contributors,  as  does  also  the 
"Cat  Review." 

It  seems  needless  to  point  out  that 
much  literary  residue  is  caught  by  the 
so-called   Confession,   Love,   and   De- 


tective magazines.  We  might  call 
special  attention,  though,  to  "Thrill- 
ing Love,"  which  wants  clean  young 
love  and  no  gush,  and  "Fact  Stories," 
which  desires  fact  stories  of  love 
crimes.  Please  observe,  too,  that 
"Thrilling  Detective"  wants  a  murder 
in  the  first  chapter  and  others  later 
but  NO  supernatural,  sex,  mystic,  or 
monster  stories.  Others  will  take 
practically  anything  that  (I) — for 
Detectives — is  fast  moving,  (2) — for 
Confessions — contains  discreet  refer- 
ence to  beds,  babies,  and  brothels. 

The  more  serious  minded  can  have 
their  fling  in  "The  Canning  Age," 
"The  Feed  Bag,"  and  "The  Glass 
Packer,"  which  want  technical  articles. 
So  does  "Compressed  Air  Maga- 
zine," and  "The  Carpet  and  Rug 
World"  want  facts,  not  theories.  We 
don't  know  what  you'd  write,  though, 
for  "The  Casket  and  Sunnyside," 
"The  Modern  Cemetery,"  or  "The 
Enbalmer's  Monthly."  "The  Boiler 
Maker"  is  a  paper  by  boiler  makers 
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for  boiler  makers  and  fhat  settles  that. 
However,  as  soon  as  our  present  sub- 
scription to  "Police  Gazette"  expires, 
we  are  going  to  try  "The  Butcher's 
and  Packer's  Gazette,"  which  should 
be  twice  as  good! 

"The  Enamelist"  wants  biograph- 
ical sketches  of  stove  nnanufacturing 
executives  and  porcelain  enameled 
ware  manufacturers.  The  latter  are 
collector's  items.  "The  Fish  and 
Oyster  Reporter"  probably  v/ants 
most  anything  at  all,  but  "Gas  Logic" 
says  curtly  that  the  articles  are  writ- 
ten by  the  staff.  "Like  Kelly  Does" 
is  the  house  organ  of  Kelly  trucks  and 
we  think  it's  time  something  drastic 
were  done  about  child  labor.  "Brooms, 
Brushes  and  Mops"  needs  experience 
stories,  and  God  only  knows  what  is 
needed  by  the  British  journals  en- 
titled "Our  Darlings,"  "Tiny  Tots," 
"Tid-Bits,"  and  "Tiger  Tim's  Weekly." 
"Dow  Doings,"  we're  sorry  to  say, 
has  been  discontinued.  Note,  too, 
that  "Hardboiled,"  79  Seventh  Ave- 
nue, N.  Y.  C,  has  changed  its  title  to 
"The  Popular  Magazine,"  and  act 
accordingly. 

But  come  what  may,  win  or  lose, 
sink  or  do  the  other  thing,  we  are 
hereby  entering  our  subscription  to 
"Corset  and  Underwear  Review,"  or 
perhaps  to  its  more  bluntly  titled 
contemporary,  "Corsets  and  Bras- 
sieres," which  features  "interviews 
with  buyers  of  corsets  and  lingerie, 
telling  about  their  methods  and  their 
success." 

One  dollar  and  half  per  year  is 
far  too  cheap  for  such  a  publication. 


€ 

i    Bits  of  Rli 

ythm. 

those    * 

f    Scintill 

dting 

Swingsters   of   Swing 

have 

returnee 

to 

^H 

fas 

fiwfflffl 

fflTn 

"77ie 

[jlace  your  jricnd.s 
talk  aboiil" 

Conductor:  "Can't  you  see  the  sign 
says  'No  Smoking'?" 

Gob:  "Sure,  mate,  that's  plain 
enough.  But  here's  another  dizzy  sign 
that  says  "  'Wear  Nemo  Corsets',  so 
I  ain't  paying  attention  to  any  of 
them." 

«=^ 

Little  Girl:  "Oh,  look  at  our  new 
radio." 

Brother:  "Radio  nothing.  That's 
grandmother's  coffin." 

"So  you've   been  to  college,   eh?" 

"Yeah." 

"How  high  can  you  count?" 

"One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six, 
seven,  eight,  nine,  ten,  jack,  queen, 
king."  — Frivol 


Upon  seeing  a  little  girl  lead  a  cow 
along  a  country  road,  the  parish  min- 
ister stopped  her  and  asked: 

"Little  girl,  where  are  you  taking 
the  cow?" 

"To  the  bull,"  replied  the  young 
lassie. 

"Can't  your  father  do  it?"  ques- 
tioned the  clergyman,  somewhat  taken 
back. 

"Nope,"  answered  the  girl,  "only 
the  bull." 

And  a  promising  young  Phi  Psi  re- 
marked as  he  drove  by  a  night  club 
where  a  neon  sign  that  read  FROG 
LEGS  gleamed — "That's  a  hell  of  a 
way  to  advertise  a  floor  show." 


B                       Why  Not 
1     -,               Rent 

MAPLE  CYCLE  SHOP 

1605  Maple  Ave.         Gre.  6315 

Two   blocks  west  of  Fountain   Square 
Just  north  of  Davis  St. 

A  man  about  thirty  took  an  old 
maid  twenty-six,  young,  good-looking, 
etc.,  for  a  ride.  They  drove  for  an 
hour  and  then  he  stopped  the  car. 

Excitedly  she  said,  "What  are  you 
going  to  do,  I  hope?" 

A  small  boy  was  hurrying  to  school, 
and  as  he  hurried,  he  prayed,  "Dear 
God,  don't  let  me  be  late — please 
God,  don't  let  me  be  late."  Then  he 
happened  to  stumble  and  said,  "You 
don't  have  to  shove!"    — Caveman 


Drunk  (to  splendidly  uniformed  by- 
stander)— "Shay,   call   me  a   cab,  will 

S.U.B. — "My  good  man,  I  am  not 
the  doorman;  I  am  a  naval  officer." 

Drunk — "  Awright,  then  call  a  boat. 
I  gotta  get  home."  — Old   Line 


Diogenes  met  a  Civil  War  veteran. 

"What  were  you  in  the  war?,"  he 
asked. 

"A  private,"  the  old  soldier  an- 
swered. 

And  Diogenes  blew  out  his  lamp 
and  went  home. 


SKQKiE  BLVD. 
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New  Management 

ANDY  ANDERSON 

Operating 

ANDY'S  TENT 

CHATEAU   AND   PARK 

CASINO 


NO  COVER  OR 
MINIMUM  CHARGE 
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The  Men's  Store 


Beer  Jackets  With  Your 

Purple  Northwestern 

Insignia  on  Them 

The  traditional  beer  jacket  of  Princeton,  aided  and  abetted 
by  styling  that  resembles  the  "bush  jacket,"  and  topped  by 
your  university  coat  of  arnns  on  the  pocket.  A  touch  of 
the  oxford  blazer,  a  smattering  of  the  old  traditional  East, 
and  an  opportunity  to  set  a  new  N.  U.  tradition,  all  at  this 
very  slight  cost  that  includes  the  insignia. 


Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co 


SHE  RISKS  HER  LIFE  FOR  THE 


OFTEN  MISS  REED  has  to  go  through  the  same  danger  — 
the  same  strain  —  five  or  six  times  before  the  "take"  is  right. 
"I  know  what  hard  work  is,"  she  says.  "Many  a  time  I've 
been  thankful  for  that  cheery  "hft'  that  I  get  with  a  Camel." 


Camels  are  a  matchless 
blend  of  finer,  MORE 
EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS- 
Turkish    and    Domestic. 


MISS    lONE    REED,    DARING    MOVIE 

STUNT    GIRL,   ANSWERS   A 
QUESTION    ABOUT    CIGARETTES... 

SHE  jumps  off  rushing  trains.  She 
changes  from  speeding  car  to  train 
and  back  again.  She  is  the  girl  stunt  star 
of  Hollywood.  Laughs  at  danger — be- 
cause she  knows  what  she  is  doing.  Is 
extra  careful  in  her  choice  of  a  cigarette, 
because,  as  she  says  —  but  read  below  and 
let  her   tell   her   ideas   in   her  own   way. 


FOR  RECREATION  Miss  Reed  likes  cook- 
ing...  dancing . . .  outdoor  sports ...  and 
Camels!  "On  almost  every  movie  lot, 
I  notice  that  so  many  of  the  stars 
prefer  Camels, "  she  says. 


THE  PHOTOGRAPHER  snapped 
this  just  as  Miss  Reed  leaped 
from  a  speeding  car.  While 
making  pictures,  lone  often 
has  time  for  only  quick 
snacks.  "Smoking  Camels  al- 
ways helps  me  to  enjoy  my 
meal  more,"  she  says.  You'll 
find  that  those  finer,  more  ex- 
pensive tobaccos  in  Camels 
mean  much  to  your  smoking. 


TURKISH  &  DOMESTIC  i  fl 
BLEND  r 

CIGARETTES  ^ 


